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poet laureate 
y o u better believe 
she was T h e Q u e e n of T h e H o p 
she sent bees p a c k i n g they were i n 
her p o w e r for hours & hours 
they were to scour the c o u n t r y 
for metaphors & m a g i c 
whats hers is hours she t o l d t h e m 
she was f r o m a l a n d that r a n g ver i tably r a n g 
w i t h m i l k & honey she t o l d t h e m 
t i m e & a g a i n ( it was t rag ic) 
w h a t they were a n d w h a t they were not 
to look for she was i n charge 
w a t c h e d those w h o d i d not g i l d her 
& she h a d ident i f ied k n e w for certa in 
just where & w h a t the great lode was 
this was after 
she h a d sent her m a t e to his death 
t r a i l i n g r ibbons f r o m his b o d y 
shed r i p p e d open 
so w h e n errant workers came b a c k 
burns distant w i n d s i n the ir faces 
eyes b r i g h t a n d o d d 
smells i r r e g u l a r breaths i n the ir b r o k e n hosiery 
there was a snag somewhere 
there were / tickles i n the ir ears 
they h a d been d o i n g a l i t t le 
s t o m p i n i n for 
b i d d e n fields something h a d gone h a y w i r e 
she k n e w theyd gone off 
the deep e n d got off o n the w r o n g 
foot they h a d been stepping out 
of l ine los ing r i m e for some 
t i m e o r reason they c o u l d not keep 
t i m e the w a y they l i m p e d o r w a l k e d 
they were one r o y a l p a i n i n the ass 
she was p u t out a n d she was g o i n g 
to p u t t h e m 
out of her t r o p i c a l paradise out of their misery 
her looks were k i l l i n g w h e n she leaned 
over sweet eyes s m a l l beads of sweat w a x e d 
eloquent the sweet poet l a u r i e u p & 
ate t h e m just l ike that 
right out of the b lue 
she got i n 
the last w o r d 
her looks were k i l l i n g 
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